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weep in sympathy with her. Seated alone, in a
grotto, like a statue of Grief, she thought of the
sombre present and of the still more sombre future.
She watched the leaves fall like the illusions of youth,
like glory, like happiness, like power. Everything
was full of quiet and melancholy; silence reigned in
the deserted garden. She was not to enjoy for long
this period of tranquillity. She is interrupted by
some one bringing a letter from the Count of Saint
Priest, summoning her to return at once to the pal-
ace of Versailles.

What had happened ? Uneasiness was marked on
every face. One of the equerries, M. de CubiSres, had
hurried off after the King, who was hunting peace-
fully, and found him at three o'clock near Meudon.
Louis XVI. called for his horse, and just when he
was placing his foot in the stirrup, a knight of Saint
Louis, falling on his knees, said aloud: "Sire, you
are deceived; I have just come from the Military
School; I have seen nothing but a crowd of women
who say they are coming to Versailles to ask for
bread. I beg Your Majesty not to be afraid."
"Afraid, sir!" the King answered with warmth;
" I have never in my life been afraid." Then gallop-
ing down one of the steepest slopes in the Meudon
forest, he hastened to Versailles, where he found the
Queen.

In Paris all day the excitement had been excessive.
Women had been running up and down the streets,
crying out that there was no more bread at tjj.e